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CARPETJRE?FURMT1

HOUSE

saM slowly, "but I shall go as I have
agreetl. It certainly will do the baby no
good to go on a fifty-mi- le ride.because you
happen to think he is sick."

I stooped down and took off the baby's
bonnet. "If he dies I shall blame you." I
said, and before he could stop me I ran out
with the baby in rr:y arms. He waited a
moment, then saddled the horse, for our
men had already unharnessed them, and
roIe away.

Iate in the afternoon the baby began to
scream ns he had never before, and I
called Ol3en. our man. a good-nature- d

Swede, to help me. He held the chill
while I tried all the remedies I knew, then
when it was quieter he rode off for Mrs.
licnm. It seemed hours before he brought
her back, but the baby had been still all
the time and was less worried. She
hurried in to mv side, knelt down and
looked in the little face. "It's too late,"
she said sadly, "the dear baby's dying."
I remember I gave a cry that did not
sound like my voice at all. and then faint-
ed. When I came back to life Clem was
beside me, ,o white and miserable I might
have pitied him, but I would not. I turnedaway.

He wanted me to go home that winter,but I would rot. I was ashamed to go back,shabby and faded.
I had never written a .vord but that wewere prosperous and happy, and knew be-

sides the peason had ben bad, the crops
poor, and I felt Clem had made a mistake
in taking this ranch, which was fit only for
cattle. He was very quiet and thoughtful
all the winter, sorrowing I thought over
his failures and wasted work. I was glad
Olsen was with us, and yet I think when a
wife Is glad of a third person it i3 very
sad and deplorable.

Another summer came, and with the soft
June days Mrs. France and a number ofcity guests. There were gay parties and
picnics where we were invited, but I never
went. Clem accepted some of the Invita-
tions, though, and was angry that I would
not go with him. I had nothing to wear,
and he could not understand the difference
rw?tween his picturesque frontiersman's cos-
tume, that suited his bronzed face andbroad shoulders, and my old faded gowns
on an exceedingly plain little person. Then
I had no saddle or habit. I used to long
then for the old home days, the merryyoung folks, the pretty dresses and music.Imagine, I had not seen a piano since Iwas married, and I med to play well. Oncein a while I thought of these things, but
said nothing. Had love and caresses beengiven me I would never have thought ofthis at. all.

The day before the Fourth of July Mrs.
France rode over and asked us to come to apicnic she was going to give to celebrate on
the morrow. Clem said he would like to go.
and would try to persuade me. I noticedthat he walked a long way beside her horse,
and that they were in deep conversation,
for she stopped a long time, looking towardthe house. In the morning Clem had thehorses harnessed to the wagon and was
dressed in his best. When he came to break-
fast I remember that he was nervous andkept looking at me furtivelv.

"Do dress up and tro. Moll v." he said.

That will Startle both Customers and Competitors and Crowd our
Stores with Eager Buyers.

port of San Francisco has this year caught
In Arctic regions no less than S53 whales.

The Krupp gun works claim to have man-wfaotur- ed

a machine which will roll iron so
thin that it would take l.SW sheets to make
an inch.

Of 1.7D0 patients treated at the Pasteur
Institute in Paris in 1802 for hydrophobia,
only lour arc known to have died from the
malady.

The Caspian sea Is the largest Inclosed
bodv of water i:i the wcrld. It varies b3-tv.-e- en

71j miles m length and 200 miles In
breadth.

The Chinese population of San Francis-
co i- -i 1SS0 was 25a)). In KM it was 21,lX.
The total number of Chinamen in the
United States is 10C.

Grease may be taken out of carpets by
covering the spot with powdered French
chalk, laying a soft brown paper over the
chalk and covering with a warm iron.

That peculiar old city, Iquique, Bolivia,
should certainly be the Mecca of Mel-
bourne and our government rainmakers.
No man ever saw a rainstorm at that
place.

Professor "Ward, F. It. S., of London,
has demonstrated by the aid of photogra-
phy that bacteria spores require darkness
for their development, and that sunlight
destroys them.

When the Japanese and the Coreans.
"hitch" a horse they do so by tying his
forefeet together. Hitching posts are
never used in either Corea or Japan, ex-
cept by foreigners.

The British scientific expedition to the
Philippine Isla.vls is said to have discov-
ered, 2,500 feet above sea level, on the sides
of the extinct volcano Apo, a flower five
feet and a half in diameter.

William It. Smith, for many years su-
perintendent of the Botanical Gardens in
Washington, has, it is said, personally di-

rected the planting of more than 6.00,000
trees In different parts of the United
States.

Statisticians claim that the earth will not
support to exceed 5,99 1.000. COO. The present
population 13 estimated at 1,487.000,000, the
increase being 8 per cent, each decade. At
that rate the utmost limit will be reached
in the year 2072.

It took four months for four men to do
seven inches of a cashmere shawl one yard
wide, working from 5 in the morning till 5
In the evening every day; so it was hardly
to be wondered at that two yards should
cost nearly $G00.

At the mouth of the Mississippi there is
a little village built upon wooden piles
standing far out in the water. This village
is reached from the mainland by canoes and
its inhabitants have to climb a kind of a
pole ladder to get to th$ doorways.

A procurator was the governor of a
province, having especial charge of the reve-
nue and collection of taxes. Pontius Pilate
was a procurator, but owing to the rebel-
lious character of the Hebrews he was in-
vested with the power of a proconsol.

The first notice which we have of the
appointment of aldermen in London is In
the year 8S2. The word alderman was
originally written ealdorman, signifying
"elder men," which was used in the earlier
parts of the Saxon period as a name of dig-
nity, unconnected wdth oifice.

If a train, moving at the speed of twenty-fiv- e
miles an hour, were suddenly stopped,

the passengers would experience a shock
equal to that of falling from a second-floo- r
window: at thirty miles an hour, they
might as well fall from a height of three
pairs of stairs, and an express train would,
in point of fact, make them fall from a
fourth story.

Texas raises 1.2W.O0O bales of cotton, which
yield nearly $50,000,000. The cotton seed
product exceeds GOO.OOO tons. The sugar
plantations on the Brazos alone produce 12,-000,- 0u)

pounds of sugar and 1,200,000 gallons
of molasses. Texas ha3 5,000,000 sheep and
clips L5.0uo.oo0 pounds of wool. The pecan
trees of Texas yield every year 9,000,000
pounds of nuts.
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IT'S A CABINET

It's a $3 Cabinet, and wo

are going to sell it for loss

than one -- third its regular
price, just to see how wido

awake people ate to a

GEMKUE
BARGAIN.

See our window display of

these Cabinets.

AMERICA'S LARGEST AND

MOST PROGRESSIVE OUTFITTERS.
Always reaching out for more business, always ready to help you. Our equitable

credit system stands between you and your household necessities. Just say tho words;
tell us how much money you can spare each week or each month. Whether you pay
cash or not, the prices remain the same.

Cash or Credit. No Interest Asked. No Security Required.
SPECIAL INDUCEMENTS TO PARTIES STARTING HOUSEKEEPING.

ond one and the two chased each ether in
diabolical rnerr!nv?nt; they churned up the
sand, dug great black hollows between each
other and went tumbling along, followed
by a fcarnirg stretch of water, too swift for
waves in its pell meil haste.

As the water rose Ciem dragged me fur-
ther up the tree, both of us wet and shiver-ing- .-

Around us as far as we could se was a
wide world of dark waves, boUing, rolling,
hurrying on. There was a strange fascina-
tion in it, too. I knew no swimmer could
breast that awful current: that the treach-
erous sand would drag him down like a
giant-arme- d octopus, yet there was such a
swift motion of water, such a rollicking,
dancing glee, such a whirling of air and
shore, that one wanted to join the proces-
sion and hurry along, too. The waves were
full of rotten tree trunks end debris of a
wooded hillside, showing the cloud.! had
come down some mountain slue some miles
away, and with the trees were 'homely
household utensil3 and furniture, a calf and
a washtub that sailed jovially along till it
struck a timber and succumbed. I had seen
our wagon disappear on the crest of the
first wave, but I was sure the horses were
safe. Then I began to think of ourselves.
The tree was swaying perilously, the water
seething madly about its roots.

"Is It still rising? I said to Clem, who
answered. "Yes," quietly holding me tight
all the while.

"Don't let me go!" I cried plteously, "at
least let us die together." I became aware
that he held me very close and was brush-
ing the wet hair off my face.

"I wish I had my coat," he said tenderly,
"that poor little dress of yours is so thin.
How you tremble! Do I hold you too tight?
Is this the end of your martyrdom, I won-
der? Poor Molly, your married life has been
one long torture."

"It would not have been If you had loved
me," I cried, and then I told him all my
troubles that I had hoarded up and gloated
over as a miser does his gold. I told him
of the saddle he promised, the many other
little acts of neglect, of things that go to
make up the sum of a woman's happiness;
his Indifference to baby's sickness and my
own woes. "I had no friend," I stammered,
"no one to bid me have hope and take up
heart again. Oh. Clem, there are more
tragedies in the homely every-da- y life than
will ever be written In books or understood
by men!"

I saw his face droop, his mouth quiver,
and then I felt a sb rise la his breast.
Clem crying the great, strong man! I
could not bear that. "Forgive me, I was
wrong," I said. "I fancied all this. ou
did not mean it." But he only muttered.
"Blind! blind!"

Still the flood went on; still the dark vra-te- ra

encompassed us about, till I thought,
"Verily, the floodgates of heaven are
opened." Then, as the old tree rocKed in
the torrent, Clem told me simply and hon-
estly that he had not understood. He
thought I was contented, and he was not
used to the little caresses that come natural
to other men; he had no mother or sisters

dear, quiet old Clem to teach him. But
he was bitterly sorry, and he thought from
my ravings after baby died that I hated
him and blame! him for the child's death.
It was so good to hear him reproach him-
self and to have him kiss me in that pas-
sionate grtef that I was Indifferent to the
flood or the future.

For a moment we were silent, and, look-
ing into his dear face, I mercifully did not
see the coming wave, but I heard the louder
roar echoing the far-awa- y thunder peali
and coming with the crash of a gale in a
pine forest, or the breaking of the surf on
a rocky coast. There was one swift mo-
ment of agonized expectation when it
washed over us, bending the tree to its lev-
el, but it went on and the tree dlC not fall.
I remember Clem kissed me and said he
thought the water was going down, but
somehow I did not heed. I think I fainted.
When I did begin to realize again the flood
was quite low. gone as swiftly as it came.
Only a muddy brook creeping down the
sandy creek bed where a mighty river had
bean; the sun had come out bright and
warm and the storm was past. What havoc
and desolation the storm caused was re-
corded in all the papers, but our deaths
were not among the disasters. I fancied
that great volume of water roaring on to
the Platte river, swelling its tide to wash
the shores of sandy plains and fertile mead-
ow lands, far to the turbulent Missouri,
ending at last in a shining blue sea, the
great Gulf of Mexico.

"Shall I carry you, you little thin thing,"
said Clem.

"You might slin." I said; so hand-in-han- d,

like two children, we crossed the slip-
pery land to the ranch two miles away. On
the hill by the creek I saw- - our wagon flung
bottom up, and by the ranch we found our
horses feeding ouietly. ljckily Clem's
matches in the silver case I had given him
long before we were married were dry,
and he built up a fin In the fireplace in the
log cabin. When I stood there to dry my
clothes I took my treasures out of my wet
pocket and put them by the fire. Clm
came In with some wood, and saw them. He
stooped down on one knee and took them
in his hand.

"1 was running away when I saw you," I
said, determined to keep no more secrets
from him.

He looked up at me and said slowly:
"I I was running away myself. I thought

you hated me I sold the ranch to Mrs.
France good business woman mean,
though haggled a year about the price
$5,000. I was going to mail you the particu-
lars and she would pay you. One of those
visitors of hers has offered me a place on
his big cattle ranch In Texas I was going
there. You have had four years of misery

the money would pay you a little and
you could go home I would not trouble
you any more wrote thi3 In a letter?"

"Can I see it. Clem?"
'.'It was carried off in my coat probably

on its way down the Platte now letter was
hard to write nearly broke my heart told
Olsen to look out for you was going to
send the team back so you could get away
all right came down Dry Creek canyon
afraid I'd meet Mrs. France and her
crowd.' He spoke in quick, jerky sen-
tences, looking at my treasures; he turned
them over in his hand and locked
up at me. "Fifteen dollars, the photograph
of a man who ruined your life, and-an- d

a dead baby's shoe. I wonder if the pil-
grim entered the gates of paradise with so
light a load?"

"Clem," I cried, it Is heaven now If you
will love me and forgive me."

He jumped up and took me in his arms.
"Miserable cowards that w were, Molly,
running away from each other, too silly
and proud to tell each other the truth.
Shall we begin all over again let me win
you once more and keep you. pet?"

It did not seem like sober, indifferent
Clem at all, this eager, passionate lover.
It was very dear to me, too, I had starved
for love so long.

"And you will take me to Texas?" I cried.
"Of course," he laughed, "we are just

married are we not? And no more ranches
for me of my own; somebody els can do
the work, it's beyond us. too. We don't
want to be rich; we want to be happy."

While we stood there hand in hand, like
two young lovers, we heard a loud rattling,
and there came Olsen and Mrs. Bohm, driv-
ing at full speed across the prairie. Mrs.
Bohm had come over to spend the day with
me, and then Olsen knew I was gone some
other way. He borrowed her team and went
to find me. He tracked my steps to the
canyon, and the double tracks across the
mud to the ranch. Luckily he had missed
the flood.

"My wife Is going to Texas with me."
said Clem proudly. The dear fellow h?l suf-
fered, knowing Olsen knew how unhappy
we were.

"That is good," said Olsen in his slow
way. "for Mrs. Bohm and me are agreed to
get married, and I could not go with you."

Later Clem and Olsen rescued our wagon
and hitched our horses ahead of Mrs.
Bohm's team. We had quite a procession.
Mrs. Bohm sat wdth Olsen in the front seat,
and Clem, sitting behind with me. insisted
on wrarplng a blanket about me and hold-
ing it. too. lie had given me back my treas-
ures except the lUtle worn shoe. He- - kept
that "to remind him." he said, but he would
not sav any more. Men's feelings are buried
deeper than women's, and I have learned to
know that only in times of great trouble
and danger are the depths of Clem's nature
aroused into motion.

The sunset flamed out red and golden be-
hind the foot hills, the sky was glowing
with glorious color, the cloudbursts of Drv
Creek canyon and of our lives were over.
Nature and love laughed again in the sun-
light. Woman.

OUT OF Till: OHDIXAUY.

Clem and I had been rr.arrW Ju?t four
years when I matls up xr.y rrAzvl to l?avc
him. My htart tola rr.e I was wrong; but
I would not draw back. Two yecr3 hefore
we were marrleu Clem went to Colorado,
and all the time h? was away wrote rr.e
levins letters full of hU fcorr.e ir. the new
country, the glorious climate and scenery,
his struggles and hL failures. I lon-- ed to
be with him, the quit village life grew dis-

tasteful, home monotonous, and each day
bo like another that I hated to co to bed at
clglit. I dreimed cf mountains and plates,
and. of course, of Clem. At last the time
came when he thought best to come for me,
and we were married one August morning.
I remember he was pale and quiet, only a
look la hl3 dark eyes that I shall never for-

got.
As I was getting ready to. run away from

him that look haunted me.
"When I saw my new home my heart

went back with a throb of preat anguish
to my father's house, the trees and flow-er- a,

and the pretty New England village,
liefore me was a widi desert dotted with
low huts, so far apart I could not tell
even if they were inhabited, and close at
hand was a three-roome- d log cabin. Xot
a tree, a brook, a bit of green grass only
scorched plains, with gay cardinal flow-
ers, or miles of sunflowers quivsr'ng in
the hot, dry air. The flat distance ended
In rugged brown foothills, but Clem said
I could see the Itockics on a clear day.

I laid my pretty gowns a?lde. ilomwd
comber calicoes and a sunbonmt that our
hired girl at home had made me for a wed-
ding gift. I had laughed a little at it then,
but now it was my greatest comfort. I
took up the weary life of routine and labor
that fall3 to a rancher's wife In this land
of sand and sunshine. I was not unhappy,
for I had Clem. I put my wedding pres-
ents around the cabin, giving It a lived-I- n

look, but the furniture was very limited,
and all my cooking lessons were of no
avail, for there was nothing to cook with.

Clem and the man worked all day In the
fields, harvesting, with the wild young
horses that had brought me and my finery
from the town, fifty miles orY. and I staid
alone. Ther: was not even a dog to speak
to, though Clem had a collie with the sheep
herder miles away. lie couldn't understand
Why I should want a dog to bring in dirt

nd make me more work,, so I never asked
again. My hands grew rough and hard in
the alkali water, and my face tanned with
that deep brown peculiar to Colorado. I
could understand what a little Western
girl said to me In my Eastern home when
ehe cried admiringly, "Why. everybody is
bo white here!"

Still Clem loved me; he thought me as
pretty as ever, and our first winter was the
happiest In my life. The man was gone,
and we were all alone. We read aloud
evenings, drove to the postoflice twenty
miles away for our mail, and took long
walks over the plains. He promised I
should have a saddle in the spring and ride
with him; then he would build a porch
around the house, and my sister should
come out and visit me.

In the spring. the horses were needed for
plowing, Clem was too busy to go to town
for the lumber for the porch and we were
too poor to entertain any one. Yet I never
thought of complaining then. I had cast my
fate with Clem's and I worked for his in-
terest, I never once longed for the old easydays at home. If he said: "I've got theemartest wife in the world," I would workmyself to death for a week, but he seldom
talked or petted me he was too busy withhis farm work.

That second winter a baby came, and theyoung German widow who stayed with me
six months said it was the prettiest boy
Phe ever saw. I thought it looked like
Clem. and. of course, he thought it was my
Image. Like all younj mothers I was
easily frightened, and I think I had some
cause, for the doctor was fifty miles on. Imay- - have been over anxious, but the firstshadow that came between Clem and me
was his indifference to my worries aboutbaby. 'He would laugh at me and go about
his work, while I carried the child all day
Boothlng Us fretting. That summer I was
not strortsr. and may have been, as Clem
Bald, "hystericky."

Clem grew broad-shouldere- d and manly,
bronzed with ruddy health and life, but I
was weakly and drooping, with haggard
eyes and hollow cheeks. I saw it plain
enough, and I had no ambition to alter my
Bhabby gowns to fit me, nor to look neat.
I grew slatternly ami careless. Was I to
blame? I had to cook for two men, tenda sickly baby, and wash and iron. Ail day
long the fierce sun beat down upon our
little home, where the kitchen was like an
oven and the bed-roo- m stifling.

I was on my feet from sun up to sun
down, for somehow I never learned to get
through, with work; it was always ahead
of me.

Then Clem would say, "You are getting
cross, little woman; you seem so spiritless.
Are you sorry that you married me? Your
life is no harder than any rancher's wife
endures. It will only last --i short time,
then we can get better things and some
one to help you." That to me when I had
never complained.

He gave all his love-wor- ds and petting
to baby now, and I used to wonder in
dumb desnalr why it was so. Was it be-
cause he had changed or I?

Tae third summer Mrs. France came.
Bhe was the widow of a cattle king who
owned all the land about us but our littlehomestead, $he had be-e- in Europe, butusually spent her summers at her ranch,ten miles from her home. I was washing
that morning on the shady side of the
house, when I heard the sound of a horse's
hoofs, and a handsome woman, with bold,
black eyes, came dashing around the hou?e
on a fine thoroughbrM mare. I noticed her
perfectly fitting habit, her exquisite gloves
and her beautiful face. No need to intro
duce herseif; from Mrs. Itohm's the Ger-
man widow's description I knew my vis-
itor was Mrs. France.

I thought I'd find somebodv after a
while." she said, "where's Clem?"
. "He went over to the ranch to see after
his sheep at daylight." I stammereu.

"Are you his wife?"
"Yes." I was possessed then with a mad

Jealousy of her, and I wondered if Clem
knew her well. He had never said a word.
Jus? then Clem came galloping up.

"Corrigan said you were here," he said
eagerly; "I ei?nt rny man on and came
back. Are you well? Of course you aro
the picture cf health."

Sh l:ughed merrillly, showlng.lier pretty
tfcth. while he lifted her off her horse, and
there I stood with my hands in the suda
like a scrub woman.

"This is my wife. Mrs. France." said
Clem, then he looked actually ashamed ot
rr.e. I felt it. Luckily the baby cried and
I i an Into the hou--e- .

"I heard you were married. Clem," 1
ht.-.r-d her say. "I was talking to your
wife."

In my anger I fancied there was a touchof ridicule in her tone. I sat and rockedthe baby, and listened to their talk in theether room, and once in a white I wouldfed a sob rising In my throat. After an
hour Clem came out to- - ask me to cook ani' dinner, for Mrs. France would stay.Tidy up a little Molly." he Bald. "I wanther to see how pretty you are." I did notanswer and he went back with the baby
to show her. I cooked the best dinner I
could, and put on my best gown, but it was
loose and old-fashion- ed and my face was
red from the stove, but she sat there- - cool,
dainty and merry enough. Clem could not
see it. not being a woman, but I could feda touch of condescension in her tone. andmanner. , I kept thinking, oh if I were only
In my own hoy.e I paused, was not thelog cabin my hme? my father's house,
then, where 1 had pretty gowns, and where
1 was liKht-henrte- d. too, and much better
bred than this bi;r. woman. I thought
all manner of sill things, and, Clem having
rone home with i.er, 1 went to bed at dark
and pretended to be asleep when he came
tack.

Mrs. Franc after this was a frequent
visitor, and Clem was often at her ranch.
She seldom spoke to me except to say
pood-da- y. and I barely answered this.
Clem used to say: "l should think you
would like to meet a la-ly- , Molly, and havepome on- - to talk to." IM answer. "I
would." but the sarcasm was never un W-fto- od

by h!3 masculine stupiditv. liabv
bad not been well for two weeks, andfinally Clem promised to take me to town
to s-- e the doctor. We got up bright andearly, the horses were harnessed, baby
dres.i-- d and I just started to put on my
bonnet-ha- t when Clem came In and said,
rather awkwardly:

Mrs. France has sent for me."
"Well?" I answered coo by.
"It's this way. d.r.r." Clem w.nt on hur-

riedly, "you ! she wants my advice aUnit
e. bunch of cattle. They are here before
Ehexixcted them. I promise-- her to com?,
and I u-i- a anxious to be oa good terms witn
her."

"So I see!"
He looked at me steadily. "I don't know.

V X will not know what you mean," ho
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BUSINESS DIRECTORY
CIGA1U AND TOIIACCO.

P. L,. CHAM I HllS,
JOBBER OF TOBACCO,

Manufacturer of tiie celebrated

JUDGE CIGAR
SJ SOUTH PENNSYLVANIA ST.

PHYSICIANS.

Dr. J. EMANVILLE
Office 78 North Illinois street. Calls pro.-uptl-

r
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U'.Ntp.iMM of w onion. Electricity and ma-nsa- o trfat-in- -
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DR. J. A. SUTCLIFFE,
Surgeon.

Office 35 East Market street. Hours 9 to 10 a.
m.; 2 to 3 p. m., .Sund.iy excepted. Teler!ionc Ull.

DR. ADOLPH BLITZ,
Boom 'J. Odd Follow' Uuildiaj.

puAcricK Uiiirto to
Eye. Ear and Throat Oisoasos.

DR. BRAYT0N.
OFTICK 21! H Ohio; Iron 10 to 11 .in I 2 to 4.
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DR. E. HADLEY.
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JlKSl DENCK-2- 70 Sot tii Delaware Ureal Ottoe

hours. 8 to y a. m ; 'J to 3 p. in.; 7 t-- 8 p. m. O;iloo
telephone. HO J. liijolep!oi, l.'l j.

DR. SARAH ST0CKT3N,
227 NORTH DELAWARE STREET.

DR. C. 1. FLETCHER.
ItF.sinEXCE U70 North MnrllUn etrest.
OFFICE So;iti Meridian strict.
u;ttce Honrs 'J to 10 a. in.; 1 1 k p. in.; 7 to 3 p. m.
Tele Ollice. 'Ml; retldonco. 47.

OR. REBECCA W. RJGERS,
IIOMCEOl'ATino PHYSICIAN
DISEASES OF WO 3 1 IS N AND CHILDREN.

OFFICE 19 Marion B'.oclc Ofllce Hour.; 'J fci 1J
a. in.. J to b i. in. Sundays J to 4 p. in., at

Kl-sil-enc- ti:;o North Illinois sirfteU

sij:kikijiiiox lavvx ii:.ci:.
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CI EAST MARKET ST -

NDIMIAPCIIS-IN- D.

The Weekly Journal. $1 Fer Annum

A.2STD

SHINGS

SIX DAYS ONLY

Monday, Tuesday, Wednes- - j

day, Thursday, Friday and
Saturday wo will sell this ele--

89
Handsomely finished, with

shelves of finest bamboo pol-

ish. Positively none sold to

dealers.

and 36 Kentucky Ave.

BUSINESS DIRECTORY
SAAVS AXD MILL. SUITM KS.

A TTT'MQ C. A CO., ManufACt-ut-r- aaliiviliu llepalrernof ClHJUi.A.U. OHOS.CUT, HAND and all other
liemnjc, Emery Wheel aud

Mill Supplies. SAWSIllinois street, one square south
Union station.

0 K WO BEI-TIH-C andV YViVhery wheels,
8peclalUc of

V. B. BARRY Saw & Supply Co.
132 H. PennSt. All kinds of Sawe RepHrc-1- .

MTT T SUPPLIES AND OTT Qopp. Union Station. V --L,D
Saws. nelUnrr. fcmerr Wheels, Files. Wood anlIron Pulleys. Oil Cjp and Urease. Kooflnc.
Telephone 1332. THE MILLER OIL CO.

Nordyko & Marmon Co.
Estab. 18JL

Founders ni Machinists
Mill and Elevator Uollders.

InHanapolis. ind. HoUer Mills,
Mill Gearing, Belting, noltinjr-clot- h,

irain-canin'- c Maehlnrrv,
Mlt Ulnars PurtH-r- a. PortableMM, etc. eta Take street care
for stock yards.

AUSTKACTS OF T1TL13.

THEODORE STEIN,
Successor to Wa a Anderson,

ABSTRACTER OF TITLES
0 EAST MAHKKT STREET.

ELLIOTT & BUTLER,
Hartford block. 84 East Market Street.

ABSTRACTS OF TITLE.
1IKASN KOCNimV FIMslll li .inp.

PIONEER BRASS WORtS.
JIfrs. and Tf-aler- s in all kinds of lira ' 1. hrfand light Castings. Car liexrins it-p-

and Job Work promptly atudc-- 1 1. HUtJ HiLouth Pennsylvania btreet. Tclcpitono il-- .

di:n lists.
DENTIST. E. E. REESE,

"I Hi Eaat Ohio St, bcU Meridian and r-.u-

iyk-iioum:- s.

BRILL'S STEAPI DYE WORKS.
Tortleresand Lace Curtaius and Fiuy IrsiQjl

decried equal lonet-r- . MasvicUu-tett- t aTcuaoaal
biorth Illinois at roc t. Iudunapolia. Ind.

SAFE DEPOSIT.
SAFE-DEPOS- IT VAULT

Absolute safety asaiuat Pira au I IInrlAr. Tln-os- l

and only Vault of th kiu in tlie SUtj PoUaiAa
Caj and uilit oa guar! Ik'saod for Lie
kerptns of M out jr. Bond. Win. .Vls:ru:t
Eilver Plate, Jewtlsanl valuable Trujks lii'a
eses.ttti

S. A. Fletcher & Co. Safe-Dopos- lL

John S. Tarklngton, Manager.

lll'V
MADAME KIT CHELL,

Voice aud Piano Teacher.
HENRIETTA E. KITCHELL,

Concert Pianist an I Teacher of Artistic runs
Pi a) lug.

Adurcss Southeast corner Un03'.a and Ah Sitv

71 and 73 West Washington St.

when I handed him his coffee, "be your old.
sweet seir. Why do you try to be so bitterand unhappy?"

I choked then. I was near throwing my-
self in his arms and crying. "Oh. love me
as you used to; pet me and kiss me. I amstarving for love. My heart is breaking."
Rut suddenly I remembered the day before
how Interested they were.

"You are so used to going without me Imight spoil your pleasure," I sr.jd coldly.
He turned and lifted my chin, looking intomy eyes. "It can't be possible that vou are

so silly as to be jealous of Mrs. France,"
he said slowly.

"There certainly is no Jealousy where
there is no love." I cried hotly.

Tcdr little slave," he said Badly. "I tookyou from the happiest home in the worldto bring you to this." I was almost at his
side then, telling him all my troubles, beg-
ging him to begin over again and we might
be happj when he went on "And yet tnevsay wives are Impatient and enduring, sat-
isfied to accept rainy as well as pleasant
days. No girl raised as you were ought
to marry a poor man. We have made a
terrible mistake."

"Haven't I done your work well, as wellas any farmer's daughter used to the lifer
I cried in anger "can you not even be fairand just?"

"You have done my work too well." he
answered: "it was a useless sacrifice." Hecaught his sombrero from the nail "Areyou going with me?"

"A dowdy in a faded gown and a queer
hat no. I keep where I belong. You might
be ashamed of me as you were that day
Mrs. France saw me washing."

"Just put that silly idea out of vour
head," he said sternly; "I never could be
the mean fellow you think me, and vetyou may be right in disliking me. I fancvI never was a lovable man; in fact, I never
was much used to womankind, having
neither mother nor sisters. Well, well
Olsen will look after you if I'm not back
to-nig-ht. Good-bye- ."

He went out quickly and jumped into thewagon. I watched him out of sight, then Iwent into the bedroom. I put on a stout
dress and shoes, packed a few little things I
cared for, and flung on my snnbonnet. I
told Olsen I was going over to Mrs. Bohm'sand might stay all night, and started for
her house. When I thought he could nolonger see me. I left the path and struckacross the country to the trail that led to
the public road some mlle3 beyond Mrs.
France's ranch. Clem often went by this
trail to town when he was on horseback.

I kept steadily on over level land, throughcactjs and sage brush, then further ahead
I went over rolling ground, hill-lik- e
mounds, and then descended into a valleyDry creek canyon. I did not stop to eator drink; in fact, there was no water for
miles. It was terribly hot. the air close
and stifling, and the few scorched willowsalcng the sandy creek bed afforded no
shelter at all. I noticed early in the after-rtco-n

wagon tracks where a team had come
down the low banks into the creek bed.
I saw that some one was ahead of me.
There was, I knew, further on, an old,
abandoned ranch, where emigrants oftenstopped. I began to feel fear now. I re-
membered I was a woman and alone, butI hoped they would have crossed the can-yon and gone over the hills to this place.
I frept on. determined not to give up so
soon. Once when I looked back timor-
ously, frightened by the awful stillness ofthe canyon, I saw the heavens were darkand angry.

Soon dull thunder peals echoed from the
hills, and a sharp flash of lightning daz-
zled me for a moment. I knew one ofthose sudden and terrible thunderstormspeculiar to a mountainous country wasupon me. I believed half of my unhappi-nes- s

at the ranch was caused by the factthat I had to stay alone in thunder-shower- s,

ano the terror they Inspired then willnever leue me. As the roar grew louder,
the light more vivd, I began to long forhuman companionship. I prayed I might
find the wagon and a woman in It, and Iplanned a story to tell the people thatwould explain my strange Iran faster all the while with the energy
of a terrible despair.

The air grew close and murky, the skyovercast, the clouds low-hangin- g, and astrange, moaning wind swept down thecanyon, rustling the scattered willows. Afev rain drops pattered on my shoulder,and I wished for my shawl that in my ex-citem- en:

I had forgotten to take. I heardthe rattle of wheels, and Just ahead, as Iturned a bend in the creek. I saw a wigongoing rapidly down the canyon. The drivera man was sitting with bowed head, anddid not heed my frantic calls till I wms
close to him. He reined in his horses andlooke.1. back. "Molly!" he cried.

In my fright and haste I had recognized
neither team nor driver. I stood and lookedat him In miserable dismay, yet I was glad,
too. for the thunder storm was very present
and real, anil my running away was all amiserable failure. At least Clem would be
with me now, if we never saw each otheragain.

"Where were you going?" he said, coldlv.
A hasty answer arose to my lips, arrestedat the instant' by the strange expression on

Clem's face. He was looking up the canyon;
I turned, and saw. far above, a dark line,
like a number of cattle crossing the creek
bed. The rain was coming now In great,
swift sheets, while the thunder reverberatedover the farawav h'lls and the lightning
Hung its red glare across our white faces.

Clem ran to the horses, cut their harness
and struck them with the whip. "It'll give
the poor beasts a chance." he said, as they
galloped across the sand. Then he caught
me bv the arm.

"Run for your life," he cried, dragging
me along.

Above the roar of the tempest there was
another sound, steady and coming nearer.
A fearful crashing of waters, like Niagara,
dropptd suddenly down in a quiet landscape.
I looVrei up the creek and saw a dark mov-
ing mays, with a curious motion no one can
describe. It had not the smooth fullness and
onward rush of an ocean wave, mit rather amid dance. It had no white crest nor shin-in- -

?t:rfi?ce; it was black and oily, like mud
in wave;, and came with tremendous ve-
locity. Ahead of u.i. midstream, was a l!ttle
mound that had been part of the eastern
shore, probably separated bv just such aflood, and thither we ran. On the islandwere a number of cot ton woods, one oldgiant that must have penetrated to some
hidden spring, for its foliage was green andbright. The ground alout its roots hnd beenwashed away, leaving some of them ex-poe- d.

while the bank v.e climbed was so
s;o:igy and yielding that a great mass of thesandy earth fell after us as we struggled
up. The island was four or five feet higher
than the treek bed and we reached its shore
Just In tine, for already there was a dirty
scum. Fringe 0f the torrent, hissing over
the dry, hot sand.

Clem pulled me up Into the big tree, and
Just as he did so a wave, all of ten feet
hl'Th, leaped upon us. It reared straight up
into the air, hurling timber, trees.' dead
cows, a pail from some rancher's door, a
woman's hat and a chair. I thought, as
thvse things whirled by, had any on else
been surprised, too, and would we go float-
ing in ghastly gayetv down that black
river? Close behind tills wave came a sec

The Fair Sex.
Good News.

Little Dick Why do they call women the
fair sex? Some of 'em are awful homely.

Little Dot I s'pose It's cause why they're
honester than men.

A Very Material Difference,
Puck.

Stapleton What Is the difference between
a cafe ajid a saloon, any way?

Caldecott About SO per cent, in the price
of the liquor, I should say.

Talking; Societies.
Life.

She Don't you think that women ought
to have the right to go to Congress?

He Yes; rnd that United States Senators
should be admitted to Sorosis.

Had t u Cry.
Good News.

Old Gentleman My, my L,,I don't like to
see little boys cry. Boys who get hurt
should act like men.

Boy Boo, hool Then I'd get ed fer
swear in'.

Ilumoriiifg His Customers.
New York Weekly.

Professor Von Note You haf a vine col-
lection off classic music here.

Music Dealer Thai's for young ladles to
look over previous to asking for a copy of
"After tho Ball.'

Silenced.
Puck.

Little Boy (with toy camera) Call that a
cow you are drawing? It doesn't look like
a cow.

Little Girl (from Boston) This isn't pho-
tography. It's art.

"Women and the Sunday Paper.
Marriages flrst, then births and deaths,

Their feminine thoughts engage;
And they always read the dry-goo- ds ad's,

And never "The Woman's Page."
Puck.

A Clear Field. ,

Puck.
Poet (enthusiastically) Yes; I say with

on? of old, "Let me write the songs of a
nailon, and I care not who makes their
lavs."

I Tactical Friend Well, who's hindering
you?

In the Wrong Office.
Good News.

Actress You are a divorce lawyer, I un-
derstand?

Lawyer Yes, madame; I secure divorces
without publicity.

Actress Um I'm in the wrong office.
Good day, sir.

111 Self-Itesne- ct.

New York Weekly.
Tramp All my troubles come from card

playin', mum. I lost mo self-respe- ct, an'
then I didn't care what became of me.

Housekeeper (sympathetically) Poor man!
I should think you would have lost your
self-respe- ct.

Tramp Yes, mum. A man can have no
self-respe- ct w-- n he always loses.

A Fortunate Boy.
Good News.

Papa Don't you think you might get a
prize this term if you should try hard?

tjmall Son No use. Sammy Smart takes
alt the prizes in our school.

"Why is that?"
"I don't know for sure, but I guess mebby

he's got a papa wot knows eaough, about
arithmetic to help him in his sums."

A Slight Misunderstanding:.
Harper's Bazar.

Count Spaghetti Miss Bonds, I have come
to ask you a question; one which ah
which

Miss Bonds Yes, I understand. Count; but
it may not be. I am already engaged to be
married.

Count Spaghetti You mistake me. madam.
I was not about to ask your hand, but ah
I wished to know if you could lend me $10
for a week.

He Knew the Pills.
New York Weekly.

Farmer Hoefast --There's just as many
miracles now as there ever was. There's
whole columns about miracles every week
In tho Bungtown Bugle.

Mrs. Hoefast If you'd read th paper,
'stead of Jus sklmmln over it. you d see
them articles is all about people glttln'
cured by Dr. Dosem's Bilious Pills the
same you tried.

Farmer Hoefast Eh! Did those pills ever
do anybody any good? Well, that's a mira-
cle.

A College Journalist.
New York Weekly.

Friend I Tow's that? Lost your position
already? I thought you were the highest
honor graduate In the Great American Col-
lege of Journalism?

Young Journalist That's what's the mat-
ter. All the professors kept dinging Into my
head the great journalistic motto, "Boil It
Down."

"Well?"
"Well, the first work I was given was ed-

iting the special cable dispatches. I boiled
em down to about three inches, and this

morning the proprietor kicked me out."

Hlgli-Hac- li Chairs.
Harper's Weekly,

A contemporary paragrapher specks in
commendation of the current disposition to
furnish dining rooms with high-bac- k

chairs. Dining-roo- m chairs ouht to be
thoroughly comfortable, but nothing is
gained by making them high enough to sup-Xo-rt

tho head, or in running little steeples
up along each side of them la the 'Vicinity

)

of the sitter's ears. The head is too busy-i-
the dlnins room to need much support.

If the chair backs reach up to the shouMer
blades they are quite hish enough. If they
go further than that they tempt diners to
slumber at the table, which is bad man-
ners. Another objection to the hiih-back- ed

chair is that waiters or wait-
resses of ordinary stature find them a seri-
ous hindrance to the prompt distribution of
food. A shcrt waitress cannot take a phort
cut over a chair back four or five feet hifjh.
She must steer her dishes around the cor-
ners of such chairs, and that is more of an
inconvenience and detriment to good wait-
ing than moat diners realize. One day this
summer at a hotel where hicrh-b.-icke- d.

twin-spir- e chairs prevailed.a waltint? damsel
made a pathetic complaint of the extreme
wearincFS she had in her arms because of
the constant lifting of dishes over the high
backs of the dining room chairs.

TIUZ IIAUGAIX FAD.

"When it Strikes a "Woman Trne Econ-
omy Goes to the "Wall.

Chicago Post.
That is the way with a woman. She will

go without rubbers and economize on flan-
nels. She will save on her down-tow- n lunch-
eons and walk holes in her shoo rather
than waste money on car fares. .She will
launder her handkerchiefs in her own room,
rinsing them in the wash basin and past-
ing them on the mirror to dry. They will
be soapy and smelly and horrid, but she
will uso them heroically, .borne up by the
knowledge that she has saved half a dollar
out of the weekly laundry bill.

She will deny herself the pleasure of hav-
ing that dress which she really needs,
though she has the cloth all ready and wait-
ing, simply because the dressmaker charges
so much. She will renounce correspondence
because stationery and stamps, you know,
really run away with a good deal of money.
She will make a martyr of herself, and talk
about it and glory in it, until every young
man who knows her (and who isn't old
enough to understand) will think what a
heroic little thing she Is to battle with
the odds of poverty. And then, brave una
demure in her threadbare cloth tETOvn, she
happens across a bargain counter, and
mortgages her salary for a month buying
impossible gauzes; things that won't wash
nor wear, nor keep one warm; things that
must be made over stiff and crinkling
silk and trimmed with velvet or ribbons or
lace, and then are only lit lor a festal garb.
And the young woman knows that she can-
not afford either the "trimmings" or the
"making," and she really does not know
what she would do with the frocks if Ehe
could afford them. So she lays the fragile,
useless, shining gauzes away in orris pow-
der at the bottom of a trunk and talks
some more about her poverty. And her
conscience doesn't trouble her at all. Why?
Oh, because the things that she bought
were cheap!

TIic Measure of Generosity.
New York Commercial Advertiser.

It is not what a man gives away that de-
termines his generosity; it is the amount he
has left.

tsssi moiMay depend upon tha way yo i treat be warn-intr- s

which nature cives. A lew bottles c.I
S. S. S. takrn at the proper tiir;? may inf ur; good
health for a year cr two. .Therefore ict at once, lor it

IS IMPORTANT
that nature be assisted at the riht t!ne.ff.i," Vr-- n

never fails to relieve th? system cf i m-jp- V

purities, and ii an excellent tome also.

He Wants to Add His Name.
M Permit me to add my r.arr.e to you- - nv.r.v other

certificates in commendjtion of the crent curative
contained in Swift's Prcinc (S. S. b.) ItEroperties one of the lst tonics 1 1 vcr uM.
4Jou:i W. Daniel, Andexsu.b. C."

Treatise on blood and skin diseases mai'.cd : roc.
STVIFT SPECIFIC CO., Atlanta, Ga.

Ireland has the least proportion of crimi-
nals to the million of population, 20.

Black walnut sawdust, caramel and
roasted and browned horse liver are used
as coffee.

There are fortv-elc- ht distinct diseases of
the eye. No other organ of the human
body has so many.

The oldest newspaper in the T'nited States
is the Hartford Courant, which celebrated
Its 120th anniversary last week.

No two Eastern carpets are precisely
alike in all respects. With machine weav-
ing, of course, the opposite is the case.

Massachusetts has more incorporated
cities of more than ten thousand inhabi-
tants than any other State In the Union.

New Jersey was named fcr Sir George
Carteret, who was at that tim? Governor
of the island of Jersey in the British chan-
nel.

From the American aloe tree threads,
needles, ropes, cables, paper, clothing, soap,
sugar and brandy are some of the articles
made.

Every church and chapei in every village
and town in Wales hr.s its choir, often
numlx-rin- g sixty, seventy or cne hundred
voices.

The San Francisco Call s.ivs: The whale
is destined to disappear from the North
Pacific much more speedily than h? was
driven from the eastern approaches to the
Arctic. The wkute fleet tailinj out of the

)


